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they cryhem,and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am 
fo good a proficient in one quarter of an houre,thatl can 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language duringmy 
life. I tell thee AT^thou haft loft much honor, that thou 
wcr'c not with mc in this afiion : but fwect Nedjo fwee- 
ten which name of Ked,\ giuc thec this pehiworth of Su- 
gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an vnder Skinkcr, 
"nc that ncuerfpakc other Englifii in His life, then Eight 
Pollings and fix pence, and, Tots are welcome : with this fhril 
addition, *stnon y zs3ncn fir. Score* Pint of "Baftard in the 
Halfe M none, ox fo. B*l Ncd> to driue sway time till FaU 
ftafjc come, 1 prythec doc thou Hand in fome by-rbome, 
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me theSugar, and do neucr leaue calling Frances, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftcp afidc, and He 
fhew thccaP.efident. 

P oines. Franci*. 

Prin* Thou art perfedl. 

Poin. Francis. 

Enter Drawer! 
Fran. Anon,anon fir ; looke downc into the Pomgar- 
nct, Ralfe. 

Prince* Come hither Francis, 
Fran, My Lord. 

Trin. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ? 
Fran. Forfoothfiucyeares,and as much as to— —— 
Poin. Francis. 
Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. Fiueyearcs: Berlady a long Leafe for the clin- 
king ofPewtcr. ButFcancis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture;, & fhew it a faire 
paireof heelcs,and run from it? 

Fran* OLord fir, He be fwornc vpon all the Books in 
England J could findc in my heart. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran 9 Anon.anon fir, 

Prin* How old art thou.Francts ? 

Fran, Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhalbe-— 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon fir, pray you (lay a little, my Lord. 
Prin. May but harkc you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueft mc/cwas a peny -vorth^vas't not ? 
Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. 
Prin. I will giue thee for ic a thoufahd pound : Askc 
me when thou wilt,and thou (halt haue it. 
Poin. Francis. 
Fran. Anon,anon. 

Prar.Arion Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran- 
cis : or Francis,on thurfday ;or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt- But Francis. 
Fran. My Lord. 

Prin, Wilt thou rob this Leathernelcrkin, Chriftall 
DUtton, Not-patcd, Agat ring, Puke (locking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue,Spanifh pouch. 
Fran. O Lord fit ,who do you meane ? 
Pnn. Why then your browne Baftard is your oncly 
rinke : for looke you Francis,your white Canuas doub- 
et wilHuHevv Hi Barbary fir,it cannot come tofo much. 
Fran. What fir? 
Poin. Francis. 

Prin. Away you Rogue,do(l thou hear* them call ? 
Heere they both call hi w y the Drawer fiands amazed, 
not trowing which way to go. 


TheFirft TanofKjngHetiry theFokrtb. 

\ ling ? Looke to the Gucfts within; 
hhn with halfe a doScn more,arc at thed^ 0 ^ 
them in? ° rc: ftal|]i. 

Prm. Let thein alone awhile, and then on 
Power. pc 

Enter Poines. 
Anon,anon fir. 
Prin. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft oftheTl 
the doore,fhall we be merry ? 

Poin. AsmcrrieasCrickets^my Lad. But ji 
What cunning match haue you ftiade with tU 
Drawer? Comc^hat's thciffue? ,5lcft °frh c 

Prin.l amnowofaIlhumors,thathaueflie w a 
felucs humors, fince the old dayes of goodman ' 


Vwt. 


EntcrTJintner. 
What^ftand'ft thou ftill,and heard fuch a cal- 


ces. 


*re at 


the pupill age of this prefent twelue a dock J ^> to 


What's a clocke Francis? 
Fran. Anon,anonfir. 

Prhu That euer this Fellow fhould haue f e v 
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then a Parret, and yet the fonnc of a Woman^H* W ° r(is 
ftry is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence th" 
cell o^ a reckoning. I am not yet oi Fercies m \ui r\l 
ipurre of the North, he that killes me fome fixe or f 
dozen of Scots at a Brcakfaft, wafbes ""his hands w2? 
to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want vvorL 0 
fwect Ha> ry fayes (he, ho w many haft thou fcjjfo l0 J| 



rethec 

(hall pky Dime LMortimer his WifeR^fi^c* kk/JH? 
kard. Call in Ribs,cail in Tallow. y " 

Enter Falft af*. 

Poin. Welcome Iackc,where haft thou beenc> 
Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay 3 *and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sackc Boy E :e 
I leade this life long, lie fo we nether llockes, and mend 
them too. A plague of all cowards. GiucmcaCupot 
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant? 

Prin. D^rtthouncuerfccT'icankilfiadifl-iorButtci, 
pi ttifull hearted Titan that melted it the fwecte Taleof 
the Sunne ? If thou didft.chen behold that compound. 

FaL You Pvoguc, heere's Lime in this Sacke toorthcrc 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Viilanous man;v« 
a Coward is wotfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A vii- 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old lackc, die when thou 
wilt,!fmanhood_,good manhood be not forgot vpon the 
face of the earth,then am I a fliotcen Herring ; there lines 
not three good men vnhang'd in England, & encofthem 
isfat,and growes old,Goci hclpe the whi]e,Q bad worldl 
fay. I would I were a WcauerJ could fing all manner ef 
fongs. A plague of all CowardsJ fay ftill. 

Prin. How now WboIfacke,wnac mutter you? 

Fal. A Kings Sonne? If I donotbeatetheeoutofthy 
Kingdoms 'with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Sub- 
ie£ls afore thee like a flocke of Wilde-gecfe, Jleneuer 
wearchaireon my face more. You Prince of Wales? 
Prin. Why you horfon round mar,?what's the matter? 

Fal. Areyou not a Coward? Aniwer tne to that, and 
Poines there ? 

Prin. Yefatchpaunch, and yeecallmecCowarctjlic 
ftabthee. 

Fal. I call thee Coward? He fee thec damiVderelcali 

the Coward: but I would eiuea thoufandpoundlcouU 

rtmasfaft ast hojcanft. Ybu are firaight enough in the 

rtiouldcrs, ; vou care not who fees your backe ; Call you 
* 3 7 thai 
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, c w 0 f^7ft^? a plague vpon fuch bac 
that bacKing w * / 


£«n that will h« me. Giuc me a Cup 


ht time* thtufl; through the Doublet, 
through the Hofe, my Buckler cut yhrou^^d 


Roane if I drunke to day. 
° J. O Villains, thy Lippes arc (carce wip'd, fincc 

^rA^oneforthar. HUrl, k , 

A £tolllCow-d jft ,ll,fayI. 

WJ V r, What's the matter? 

f3T What'5 the matter? here be foureof vs,haue 

ilthoufand pound this Morning. 

S whcrc is ic ? cakcn m yh 11 18 ? a n 

Jnoore foureof vs. 
tP ?£ What f a hundred, man? 

S I am a Rognc^f I were not at nalfe Sword 
A * of them two houres together. Inane leaped by 
3 I \ m eidu times thcuft through the Doublet, 
T hrouoh the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
eh my Sword hackt likcaHand-faw,^«^». 
tS! dealt better fince I was a man: all would not doe. 
Sue of all Cowards: let them fpeake; if they fpeake 

ore or IclTe then truth,they are villaines, and the lorAies 

of darknefle. 

frwe. Spcakefirs,howwasit s ? 

Cad. We fourefet vpon fome dozen. 

F*lft. Sixtecne^t lcaft,my Lord. 

Gd. And bound them. 

bet*. No,no,they were not bound. 

frfft. You Rogue, they were bound, cueryman of 
diem,' or I am a lew elf e,an Hbrew lew. 

Gal As wc were fliaring/omc fixe or feuen frefti men 

fctvponvs. " \ . . 

faljt. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the 

other. 

"Prince. What/ought yce with them all ? 

Fdft. All? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fouobt not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radifh : 
if there were not two or three and lifcie vpon poore olde 
hc\^ y then am I no two-legg'd Creature. 

Pom, Pray Heauen, you haue not murthcred fome of 
them. 

Falft. Nay, that's part praying for, I haue peppefd 
two of them i Two I am fure I haue payed, two Rogues 
inBuckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, FJal y if I tell thec a 
Lye,fpit in my face,csll me Horfc: thou knoweft my olde 
word: here I lay , and thus I bore my point ; four e Rogues 
inBuckrom let driue at me. 

Pri«r<f.What,fourc? thou fayd'ft but two,cuennow. 

Faljt. FoureH^/,I told thee foure. 

Pom. I 3 l,he faid foure. 

Fdji. Thefe foure came all a-front,and mainely thruft 
at me ; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their fcuen 
points in my Targuet,thus. 

Prince. Seuen ? why there were but foure,eucn now. 

Valfl. InBuckrom* 

Poin. l 3 foure 3 in Buckrom Sutes. 

Falft, Seuen,by thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe. 

Prin. Prctbce let him alone,wc fhall haue more anon- 

Falft. Doeftthouhearcme,f&/^ 

Prin. Land marke thec too, lack^ 
t Pdfl. Doc fo, for it is worth the lifhiing too : thefe 
nine in Buckrom>tbat I told thec of. 

Vrin. So,two more alreadie. 

falft. Theirpoints being broken. 

Pom. Dowac fell his Hbfe. 

Falft. Began to giuc me ground : but ! followed mc 


clofc,came in foot and handjand with a thought,feurn of 

the eleucn I pay d# 

Prin. O monflrous! elcuen Buckrom men grownc 

out of two? . r! 

Falft. But as the Deuill would haue it, tbreemil-be- 
gotten Knaues,in Kendall Greene, came at my Backhand- 
let driue at me; for it was fo darke,H*/,thai thou could ft 

not fee thy Hand. . „ % t l i 

Prm Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 

«offc as a Mountaine,open,palpabIc. ^^hy ^w<3ay- 

brayivdGuts 3 thouKnotty-pated FooIcchouHononob-. 

fee* greafie Tallow Catch- 

Falft. What,art thou mad? art tboiynad ? is not the 

truth,the truth ? 

Prin. Why, how could'R thou know th.eie men in 

Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could'ft not 

fee thy Hand i Come,tcil vsyour reaiomwhat iay'tt thou 

to this? 

Poin. Come,yo«rrcafon/^yourj:calon. 

Falft, Whar,vpon compulhon ? No ; were I at tne 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, 1 would not 
roll yon on compulfion, Giuc you a rcafon on compulfi- 
on ? If Reaions were as picnr ic as Bicick-bcrries,! would 
oiuc no man a Reafon vpon compulfion } U 
* Prin; He be no longer guiltic of this hnnc f This fan- 
g'.iine Coward,this Bed-pretTci^this HoiiVoack-b;c.>kc^ 

this huge Hill of Flefru 

Falft. AwayyouScar.ieling,yoLiElfe-skin,ycudned 

Neats tongue, Bulles-piffcll, you ftockc-fiOuO for brctn 

to vtter. Whac is like thee? You Tailors yard,you fheaih 

you Bow-cafe,you vile ftanding tuckc. 

Prin. Well, breath a-v/hile,and then tc't againc : and 
when thou haft tyr'd thy telfe in bafe companions, hcare 
mc fpeake but thus. 

Voin. Mirkelacke* 

Prin. We t wo,faw you foure fet on foure and bound 
them,md were Mafters of their W ealth : mark now how 
a plaineTale Jhall put you clowne. Then did we two, fee 
onyoufourc,and with a word, outfae'd you from your 
prize,and haue it : yea.and can fhew it you in the Houfe . 
And F*ljhfe y yoi\ caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 
as quickc dwXtcritie 7 and roared for mercy, and fttll ranuc 
and roar'd, as euer I heard BulUCalfc. What a Slaue art 
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done, and then fay- 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuiccj? what ftarting 
hole canft thou now find out ? to hide thee from this open 
and apparant {hame? 

Poines. Come, let's heare Iacke : What tricke haft 
thou now . ? 

Fal. I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heirc apparant ? 
Should I titrnc vpon the true Prince? Why,thou kno weft 
I am as Valiant as Hercules : but bewaie Inftinft, the Lion' 
will not touch the true Prince : Inftinft is a great matter.. 
I was a Coward en lnftin& : I fhall thinke the better of 
my felfe, and thee, during my life: T, for a valiant Lion, 
and thoitfor a true Piince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. Hoftelfe,clap to the doores: watch to night/ 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
all the good Titles of Fello wfhip come to you . What,: 
fhall webe merry? fliall we haue aPlay cxtcmpory. 

Prm. Contcnt,and the argument fhall be, thy runing 
away. 

Fal. A,no more of that Hall^nd thouloueft me# 

Snter Hoftefte. 
Floft. My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin. 


Qttte»»U'Ofr6e8£Z£9esette£Z£i.eo£ 


1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 

62 82 LZ 92 92 n ZZ ZZ VZ 02 61- 8L Li 91 91 H 21 Zl 11 01 6 8 L 9 


ITT FT i III II 


z v o 


